











YOWINTT on THE FIRING RANGE 


July 26 —It is four in the afternoon when I reach the garrison 
firing range. The call was for noon, but by now I have learned that work 
on a new location never starts with less than three or four hours’ delay. 

The Cecchignola military reservation is in open country, not far from 
the EUR residential quarter. The range is on the outskirts of the reserva- 
tion. Here the main street of the spa has been built; the site was chosen 
because of the presence of a double row of pine trees and a few isolated 
houses. Frequently I had driven out to see what progress was being made, 
but always without enthusiasm: it was nothing but scaffolding on a 
firing range. 

Now I am forced to admit that I was totally devoid of imagination. 
Cecchignola has ceased to exist. This street is so real that, when I walk 
along the sidewalk, and become aware that it is giving slightly under me, 
I am startled: I forget that it is of wood. The shop fronts are beautifully 
polished, painted, gilded, colored, shaded. Across the street, a wrought- 
iron veranda and roof have changed one of the houses into a turn-of-the- 
century cafe. In front of it is a broad white pebbled esplanade with the 
white wrought-iron chairs and tables already seen in the spa sequences. 
Shining cars, lined in front of the shops like the teeth of a comb, carry 
license plates from Milan, Florence and Bologna. The watering place is 
supposed to be Montecatini, in Tuscany. 

It is very hot, and even this late in the afternoon there is not a breath 
of air. Priests and ladies out of the thirties wait patiently at the tables. 
The stagehands stroll up and down the street, eating ice cream. Anouk 
and Sandra chat with the hairdresser as she knits. There are a few carriages 
under the trees, and the horses stand motionless in the heat. The orchestra, 
settled on the gravel, begins to play popular songs. One by one the extras 
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